Harmonica Dawn 

My uncle had a lampshade in his chest and I had a Hohner 
chromatic harmonica and a dog with ginger ale eyes. I lost the 
dog the hot day Dr. Avrun whispered of the lampshade. Spreading 
rock-colored cracks of the concertina pocketbook and then her 
Snapping off the rubber bands of a blackened envelope to get at 
the money compressed there--in the fetid hall Dr. Avrun and my 
aunt were like one dark statue against the sunlight shot up from 
the street until he hissed "Cancer. I'm sure now. Like a 
lampshade in his chest." She drew away and the Light flowered 
betwen them in the massive quiet. 

"But ... what..?n she began, vjhat loqg3ked like crystals 
rushing through her hair. A match ripped in the kitchen as the 
old man Lit one of the black cigars. 

"Nothing. No one can," Dr. Avrun uttere d as he slid by the 
sun-4ringed, trembling wman and dowm the stairs while she cla 
at the envelope for his money. The few bills she finally 
unfolded smelled like garbage. 


As I ea my door shut I felt the icy harmmica in my other 
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hand. I placed it on the dresser and saw myself and my _ Lamp 
inthe mirror, saw my finger trace the dcmnflaring shade, drop to 
the 4retted base. 


As I hung there in my cmn breathing I heard the woosh as she 


closed the pocketbook, her dragging past my rcm3m. ‘The 
money!" she croaked. Soon One Man's Family would blast from 
her radio as he slammed cabinets in the kitchen. I sat on 


the bed to practice the harmonica, pushing in the lever to 
learn the nuance of halftone, playing so quietly it sounded 
like reedy whisperings. The stove rattled as he frightened the 
blind cocker out. I guess he drank for the whole excruciating 
time the old dog whipped her leash around the floor. The sound 
unnerved me but I really le4t to avoid puzzling over the bell- 
shaped lampshade in front of my mirror. As I crept past the 
kitchen I heard him winding the potato-sized old railroad 
watch, slap-slapping of that leash an the’ linoleum. 

I always went to the arcade when they screamed and it seemed the 
right place now too. Old enough to fcw-sake the sccm3ter and 
the merry-go-round I sought a tiny side room where I st -fora 
mow,ent between sex and violence--Dancers of Old Paree, Dempsey 
vs. Willard. 

Power a4 Advertising. Chose the dancers this time, their 


photograph over the movieola having been selectively burned and 
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ex4oliated by cigarettes. My nickel rolled down and I turned 
the greasy handle to make milky girls "ith baby-fist breasts 
walk around a brocaded room full of foreign-looking sofas. 
Each a blurry, dumpy letter A they smiled at the camera and 
ivaved scarves. A few frames later the scarves were allmmd to 
flutter dawn into a pile which everybody gazed at until the 


brownish 


fade. It was high art for a nickel. 

Actually sex 

was violence for me, just about-though I'd never singe a lady's 
downshading V Nith a cigarette. Speedy would if he had the 
energy. He weighed about a hundred pounds and possessed tiny 
green eyes which unfocused when he talked. "Never 4uck your 
friends,' he counseled, backing his philosophy with the torn- 
out chapters which comprised the poolroom library. I read as 
he mixed his aspirin and coke. It was all penis as avenger 
stuff where men punished or generously straightened around 
women, then beat them up or kept their pants. They were 
thrillingly cruel in running up their perfect won-lost records 
but they put me in a quandry about Claire, and when I 
masturbated in the shed I had built from Westinghouse packing ca 


I screwed Claire for some hurt I had devised with the erection. 
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I stole a heavy book from the drugstore lending Library and 
found another way, similar but better. This book opened with a 
coal gambler ina ruffled shirt vialking off a riverboat and in 
front of a lady's carriage. ‘lt would be a pleasure to be run 
over by someone sa..." 

In a week or so they'd accidentally meet again and trade a 10t 
Df silly inneuendo. He'd begin to call an her--they'd warm. 
Then for a reason the author never made clear they began 
despising each other. This ensued until the Civil War, when 
they finally hooked up after a_ day's work among the bleeding 
and scorched. The first time he all but rapes her ina 
thunderstorm bull# the whole thing turns into prodigious 
screwing an mutual terms and without symbolism. I looked upon 
this latter arrangement as nice, and nice for Claire and was 
musing of it on the way home. 

But the dying man splintered my daydreams for he was coming out 
as I got there and I hid behind a tree across the street. I 
watched him as’ he reached an arm behind to pull the door to. 

As he got it closed the dag jerked an his leash and the old man 
fell against the black, peeling door, sprawling, the whites of 
his eyes ripping in his steamy face, his other arm thrown out 
to counter the straining dog. Flung against the door in his 


buttonless conductor's coat, the thready army shirt he could 
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have worn in France, he spit out the black cigar and roared 
"No!" He'd led a tight life before this; I had never seen him 
SO apart. To me he’ looked like one of the slides in the 
movieola machine in 

the arcade, not Dempsey and Willard, certainly not the arty 
dancers but... aman pinned. 

He fell off his door to begin the first of c:auntless walks 
through our riverfront neighborhood, though I still held the 
picture him fixed there. 

When your mind is not your own but belongs to books and terror 
and rip-roaring chemistry, well then fantasy is an 
everincreasing wave, and the photographs of the old man that e 
in the house popped up in my head one by one. I saw him first 
as. the conductor4 black suited gold-buttoned brawny- faced 
conductor, punch instantly ready in his hand. Click snap 
click. 

The doughboy. Over there. Rinky dinky parlee voc ah but those 
sangs he rarely sang were not him. Him. The trooper hat 
cradling a so4t gray-brown Light, his quiet pressed Lips. 
Looking as i4 he'd never gone over there with the brown 
newsreel's flickering, jerking heads in the cattle cars and 
too'a fast sliding ships. 


The popeyed groom in shiny clothes crushing the cake with a 
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blunt knife before the blurred-back witnesses. Everyone so 
fixed in place it's a wander they could break up afterwards. 
And the frizzled-silk girl didn't look crazy then, only scared. 
And at around my age he looks up at me painfully, wistfully, in 
his confirmation picture. As if that self behind the oval 
face, that self who might have been like me, could feel that 
lampshade spreading, spreading out. At this I made all his 
slides go back into the dark for I couldn't stand his being my 
age, conceive his ever feeling desire in its tumescent arching 
in 

to some frothy girl of his time what I wanted to do vaith 

Claire. 
I sensed something behind me and turned to see ANTHONY 
SANGROSSA, BUTCHER making the sign of the cross and racking the 
cleavert scattered discs on the wicked blade leaking like ponds 
of ice. My uncle was Mr. Death to him. 
That next year the shrinking old man dragged the blind dog all 
over the neighborhood as I elb out of my clothes, practiced 
the harmonica, and kept vibrant a howling lust for Claire. I 
actually talked to her time to time, usually an her porch. 
As her father slept and her mother--we called her The Hatchet- - 
sucked gin, I pushed out ds into sunk evenings, dunking wards 


which in their choice and pattern made me sound like a nervous 
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foreigner. My aunt counted money in the kitchens wooshing her 
concertina pocketbook and snapping her’ rubber bandsThe old man 
called her batty as a shithouse rat. 

He decided, of course, to die alone. As if his compression 
while dcmning six or seven Old Overholts at Leary's or his 
scorn of our lives would stop that lampshade. Or that his 
stumbling, flapping walk with the blind dog past the cheesebox 
houses and brick stores winding S down to the turbid river 
would keep him from being caught. 

I played basketball year round up by the foundry and could often 
gaze down at the old man an his favorite bench watching the 
barges crease by: in summer under the fierce suns and bright, 
Circling gulls, gusting leaves against the mellow sun of fall, 
brisk cloud-flying spring, the damp inhalation of its blur- 
green another spring he sat. He sat. 

I had gone out with other girls, had cakes and burned in 
hallways, but a simple date ldn't be enough with Claire since 
I was pinning so much an it and a fiend was trying to get out 
of me, a fiend on the point of exploding like those spectators 
at Dempsey vs Willard who +lare up like suns when Jack's fist 
crunches Willard's jaw. Volatile fiend but calculating. 
Wheels in horny wheels. 


But the grand tumescent super-calculating seducer didn't figure 
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on the old man. He started ruining things the day I telephoned 
Claire with an invitation to the Sophomore Hap. I just asked 
her to the dance but in my own mind we went to the shack 
afterwards, drank some whiskey and got right at it. 

I stayed in that phone booth after her yes, tracing the pebbly 
metal wall, rubbing my soaking ear, then catapulted out, holding 
my breath until I reached the bridge. I always stood on -) up 


Swirls of dust. 


he exhaled. 


that Crack where the bridge met the street and waited for the 
wind to lift the bridge, and me unto it. When it came, 
uprushing, it sucked down my breath and floated me in an air 
glazed with the colors of automobiles. Then I saw him, staring 
at me from his damn bench and I burst into sweat thinking of 
that lampshade sucking him into his bones. When I came d_ an 
the bridge I ran. 

I was sitting an the cat pondering the broom and my escape from 
the old man, figuring the place where Claire wcjuld stand 
before I overwhelmed her, when he flung aside the army blanket 


at the doorway and stood black in the sun. I sc:reajoed and he 


cot. The dog nosed around, sometimes jerking her leash to 
raiseat the hell you think you're doing here?" 
‘Nothing. I'm not doing anything. ' 
t now anyways, huh?" He swept his bony arms ‘Betting pretty 
fancy here. Pretty soon you'll be putting up curtains. 
You're not fcm3ling any-..." but he wrenched into 
cciughing and I hated him for’ bringing his smell to my 
perfect daydreams. 
It must have clouded over because it got very dark. His fare 
purpling, the bristles an it staying darker purple he breathed 
‘I like this place. Think I'll start spending a little time 
here, take some naps." His liveliness caused little -Florid 
bloodvessels to move in his dark face, but his eyes sat dead. 
Suddenly he lurched up and started poking my chest. "What you 
up to here? Huh huh huh huh huh?" I swung’ the broom at him and 
he laughed. "Just forget it all and play your harmmica," he 
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advised in a seething whisper as I choked and cried in the smell 
of his decay. 
That night my chest was sore and so I begged off the evening 


basketball game under the streetlight near the foundry, using 
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the time to calm my thoughts as the night of the grand 
seduction slithered close. When I looked to Fred and Nutsy and 
Billy-E) and Zip contesting under the wry hoop they looked in 
the grainy light like girls dancing, and as_ the ball slammed 
the backboard and the day, layered dirty red and orange, 
flushed down behind the foundry's beams I wondered if I was a 
pervert, would gram up like the men who sometimes approached me 


at the arcade. 


electricity so she pinched her bookkeeper eyes trying to see 

just where to attach my leather-iron bow tie. He pulled down 
an the back of the dead-white dinner jacket of my rented suit 
and screamed "Ha! it's too shorts ton short. Taken again you 
Little idiot!" Then he punched me in the ribs. ave me alone 


will you? Can't you leave me alone?' 


"No.' He said it as though he almost wandered vjhy. 


ease!" And her hands fluttered into my chin, nervous 
because her precious envelopes and rubber bands e 
arranged an the table and she was afraid he'd steal s 


mmey - 
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"Now now now I just want to see you look g is all.' behind me 
and sliding the padded shoulders up towards my nec:k. m you're 
a pretty snippy one. Just like a movie picture star. Don't 
get it wrinkled ncmhere." 
"I'm not going to get it wrinkled nowhere." 
She finally locked an the tie and he minced behind and pulled ‘a 
down even harder on the coat. I wanted to scream that the 
lampshade had gotten to his brain. ‘How's that, how's that? I 
think I'll go to the dance. Might take a little nap in that 
there clubhouse of yours too. It's a nice quiet place. I like 
it." She went back to brood over the money, he to sit in his 
morris chair in front 04 the stove. I liked what I could see 
04 myself in the dim window--the rigid tie, wilted lapels, the 
yellowing carnation, and I tried to affer-t a Cary Grant sort 
o4 verve in my strained face as I thought of something clever to 
remark when Claire sighed compliments following the big lay. 

"I don't know about this dance ... or afterwards,’ the old man 
Anri. "Nnhndv a ked mp if +hPv '7n!.jlf-i 110. 
"You sonofabitch," I vjhirled around, rushed at him, "you've got 
to ruin everthing." 
He tried to rise but couldn't and tears bit into my eyes as I 
turned aside and went to the refrigerator to get the corsage. 


He seemed amazed that he wasn't able to get up and he drevi 
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back into the side of that chair as if in his thinness he could 
hide like a playing card. 

The plastic box holding the flowers came out in a frosty cloud. 
I have never felt anything colder. She s to have gotten 
something right with the money and sat clucking over three 
identical piles of nickels. I was ready to go and wanted to 
say goodbye or something. What could you say to this family of 
mine? I tried to see the time but the beer bottle hands of the 
clack Leary had given my uncle confused me in the dimness. 
Stared down to my black, absurdly pointed shoes, also rented, 
and they glimmered. Suddenly he had grabbed one of her pretty 
piles of nickels; she screeched and tried to bite his hand and 
I dropped my frozen block of flowers. 

"Don't have a hemorrhage," he panted, "that's my department, " 
collapsing into the morris chair. "Anyway got a little errand, 
Little project." You won't make it I thought, expecting her to 
bury her head in her treasury and sob. But she just made the 
other piles neat, rolled them in wrappers, dropped them into 
her concertina pocketbook. 

I retrieved my flowers, tried again to find a word to leave 

by and them she slowly whispered "You've got to stop drinking 


up 
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Death hadn't been alluded to since Doc Avrun_ poke of the 
lampshade and I held my breath till the table and his chair 
became black and elongating blotches which finally merged. 
"Won't go then...can't afford," he sighed, loosening his fist 
let the nickels drop into his lap. Then he Laughed until his 
chin was wet and his whole face seemed the color of his week- 
old beard. Gravelling laughs which ground him down. 
"Goodbye," I whispered when it seemed he had to be through, 
"Mother." Before I could correct myself he heaved up, the coins 
rolling everywhere. "Mother! Muh-uh-thrrrr! She aint your 
mother," he squealed it out as if it bled to talk but he had t 
"Your mother ran away with the egg man. She ran away with the 
egg man. I'll take some muh today. I'tl take some muh today!" 
"Dry up," I snarled, my arms thrust down, nails cutting into my 
palms, my flowers seeming to drift away from me in that heavy 
air. 

‘And your father died in the gutter, died..." and his voice 
trailed ciff quizzically, as if his last word wasn't real. The 
threat over, I apened my fists and picked up my fl rs. 

Bot him back to the chair. "He Lvas twenty-nine," he gasped, 
"twenty-nine," and he tried to smash the corsage, succeeded in 
cracking the plastic box with his fist. u crazy bastard! 


You're such a crazy bastard," I sobbed. 
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"So play your harmonica... in your little shack you baby." 
And now she crowed a little hysterical laugh. ..l don't need 


that money you took. I got enough for today thank yC3U!" 


shook his head and struck up a black cigar, choking anew in 


Tt p;irole r-- I A-; bm Ii f- i1- T ri-al i - d bnw da 


V f hA+ kitchen was and for some’ reason I walked over to 
the sink and sat an the counter, trying to get’ my head 
together to ry about what Claire might say about the 
cracked box. Each just touched by the glow of that cigar 
we sat mute in our lives as the kitchen creaked around us 


and the blind dog shifted his weight behind the stove. 


"You know," the old man's voice floated, "in the morning after I 


punched the tickets and collected I'd go to the dining car ... 
do my bcm3k. Smoke a cigarette. They'd bring se coffee ... 
fellows there. Beautiful white tablecloth. And we'd laugh. 
Somebody always had a_ story ... always a staryY.--' e," she 
said flatly to him, "die.11 The hairs raised up on 
backs of my hands and I could hear the motor in the 
electric 


clock. 


And in the moments before I finally got to leave I looked in the 


window but couldn't see myself because that frosty windcm 


looked like a painting of a cold sun, and we sat there so darkly 
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still it was as though we were in a painting tDO. 

Poor lout in my undersized coat, flapping pants from which rose 
the essence of urine entombed in the wool, I fled that crazy 
house, my gasps as cold as the slippery block of flcmers I 
juggled as I ran. Initiate without honor, any honor, my brain 
clanked and hissed of the evening ahead. Happy, miserable 
schemer, my own kind of Lampshade growing, I snorted the icy 
air. 

Passing the basketball hoop was a limbo feeling for I had 
slicing answers ready for their taunts but no one was there and 
I had fo fac a hit rlv what T would sa.,, fr) riAi - h 

and father. 

When the door opened I saw Moe sliding uner the globe of their 
kitchen, hugging aquart of Schaefers to his rusty, twisted-strap 
undershirt as he pried off the cap. The Hatchet flew out from 
behind the opened d . unh you look so NI-ice. Don't he look 
nice Mae?" Mae blinked his dreamless eyes and nodded, sheaths 
of black hair vibrating on his shoulders. I sat on the 
slippery, punched-in sofa and waited for Claire, listening to 
her rustle around, screw and unscrew jars. w is your poor 


uncle?" asked The Hatchet. 


‘Same, " 
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d your aunt?" Oh my (30d I'll be asked about everybody I 
knew! if she knew ighat I had in my mind or if blessing 
Jesus bleeding from his heart knew. We say nothing for 
five minutes though she shifts in her daisy housedress. 
Moe takes another bottle from the frig and the silence 
screeches in my pain. That gambler from the drugstore 
library could carry on for hours in these’ situations, 
oozing politeness and chitchat, and in the bashing universe 
of the literature Speedy gave me at the poolroom, well I 
couldn't remember anyone ever callilng on anyone. 
Bleeding Jesus on the wall, how yall? careened again and 
again through my overheated brain. And now The Hatchet 
started sighing and I thought of the exact size hole a 
bullet might make in her forehead. 
Claire whisked out fire engine red and a mass of little bows but 
I zeroed in on a powder-encrusted blemish on her right 
shoulder. I could even make out individual grains masking its 
rF.,-cl ri -,c-, W q wvpd. +hpn me qmd bell S, to get Claire's 
off-gold purse I stabbed her with the frozen corsage, my eyes an 
that blemish. 
"Oh you both look so nice! Moe come and see how nice they Look. 


They'd have blond babies tee hee." Moe peeked muh huh out and 
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Slid back. 

Claire grabbed her purse and me. "We don't look that nice 
Mcmama. n 
With a nod to the kitchens "I never had the chance to go 
anywhere.' We bumped dcmn the stairs like -fat elves and I all 


but burst when we hit the pavement. 


The dance under moons of balloons in the 150 degree gym. 
Venetiam Nights with the receiving line teachers not quite 
beautiful in front of the art classes' depiction of a gondola. 
The hungover mean-eyed principal in the greenish tux squinched 
"Who who who?" when I gave our names. ALL the girls perspired 
and their hair spiked as the saxophanish music broiled out the 
gym doors. In what passed for dancing all around us, I walked 
stiffly with Claire when we weren't guzzling Kool-Aid punch. 
Everybody seemed miserable but when the balloons rained down 
with Good Night Sweetheart everyone screamed and laughed trying 
to capture one, ourselves included. Since I had big ideas I 
had just been going through the motions of course, and with a 
sophistication that chucked small talk in 4avor of wisecracks 
that said it all. 

On the bus back we were alone except for the driver who acted as 


if he knew something. More than I can say for Claire. ..Wt why 
ey, 


don't we go with somebody who has a car or something and go to 
Nw YnrV 4nd q + - O,inV Anfi wh f iA",+ 

What's going on?" She had gray eyes. I wasn't sure I 
liked gray 


eyes. 


"Shhhh will you? I got a bottle hidden. I think it's nicer tly 


cnirselves ... only way to do it really." 


"Well I don'ts" she sank down. But she seemed pleased about the 
bottle. There was none--the mmey I had earned in errands for 
the barg not stretching that far--and so I had s thing 
else to worry about, explain away with dash and wit and grace. 
And that blemish on her’ shoulder pulsed angrily, looked as red 
as the bows on her dress. A_ drunk waved at us as we passed 
him; I knew we were in our neighborhood. 

When we got to the place and I lit a candle I thought I saw in 
the first flutter the poking old man and my heart almost lifted 
me from the floor. Then I pretended to look for the bottle. 
"Somebody took ... somebody must have..oooo!" I had touched 
under the freezing frame of the cot. "You mean it aint here? 


Then what's that?" The candle flame pointed to her and she 
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looked dumb. I went to the milky block, plucked it a4f the oil 
drum. Started inching towards her. "Hey," she squealed, "it's 
a park of cigarettes, Lurkies. Let's have a couple." meday. ' 
a d the Luckies and matches down into an almost bottomless 
pocket and came at her, my daydream-rehearsed wards 
cascading out. Baby was the Dnly one I could recognize. 
candle was fighting to stay lit. nwhaaaat? What's’ the 
ter with you? You look sick. You all right?" Her popped 
Pves made mR + ar the nlimmpring m;Rdman in thpm,, 
rifl,,n 
up her face was a sliding featureless disc and the words kept 
speeding frcm me and I couldn't slow them down so I just pushed 
my mcxath at her's, got her in a bear hug 04 sorts. As the 
candle flared for an instant, making all the filth of my shack 
acutely bright, I heard a crunching like beetles. 
"Liey-uh!" she broke my grip, sent me staggering back. As 1 
stck3d in a corner she surveyed the front of her dress, the 
stragglyv skewed ribbons pitching crazy shadmm arcund the 
walls, hypnotizing me. I had twisted her in front a4 the cot 
and now she plopped down with a scaly noise and shudder, the 
Knives of her knees spread wide and a veritable mean of bows 
undulating her lap. She's skinny I thought. "I stood up all 


night ir43ning th bows, every one," she cried in drawn-out, 
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splashing shrieks. "I'm going tm tell my mother an youv you 

little bastard!" Then she flew up like butterflies. And aut. 
e-breathed-shaking I went a4ter her and caught sorry 99ECY 
ry up but she was having none of it. "I only talked to you 
on the gqcgt," she flung. "I don't even know you. There 
must be something wrong tvith you." 

She left me at the curb, where I could sit and wonder at it all. 

"Those goddamm books!" I yelled, and shifted in my burning way 

an the freezing, mottled stone. 

"Oh God," I groaned some minutes later at the shrieking ascent 

of a window, "her mother's going to yell at me." Something pink 

on dim yellow light. ma wants to know do you want a piece of 

pie.' 

piece of pie, Christ!" It clattered down the moon and m,Lca 

street Like the lid n4 a narban- ran, 4hat?" 

"YL-ah. So I'm coming. Perfect. ' 
we ate the syrupy pie and squished in the gray coffee to 
the accompaniment of thL- dream li+e of Moe sung through 
the shutters of his depressed being and The Hatchet kept 
asking if we had a good time, Claire Dh ygl answering many 
times in a slip with a tiny violet peeking between the 
breasts while the puffy, thousand-ribboned dress flew at me 


from a hanger in the doorway and I tried to look anywhere 
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in that battleship gray kitchen except at that fantastic 
dress and Claire who had begun to smoke when The Hatchet 
coWlainL-d that Moe had never taken her anvsvhere exce ot 


ary' and that don't count, and when finally I could - - 


look at Claire again and the little violet nesting in its 
tshaded dip, she picked a piece of tobacco from her tongue and 
stared at me with funny eyes. What had she told her mother-? 
Christ! The Hatchet's hand "as on mine and she_ started 
tly and weakly, "Son..." in a withering bc"3ze breath I had 
been too rigid to smell before. My head jerked back and 
hers flopped on the table. Mae rolled tliquidly and off 
into a higher octave, the dress twisted on its hanger as 
Claire's chair hit the floor. 
Faint from The Hatchet's breath I shaved back hafta gg and 
straightened up into Claire, that little violet pressed into my 
nose. Next my face silk warm-sliding over breasts and I was 
somewhere, I began to think, where I shouldn't be. She tore at 
my hair, her face and eyes and breath pulsing the same rhythm. 
"I'm sorry I wasn't nice account of the dress," she stated, "and 
mv inti v rntti-n" 
Then she thrust her tongue between my teeth saying "mmsm ... The 


Hatchet sighed and Moe's snore seemed to ask why and we hugged 
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in the gray world of her weird family. The tauntness of her 
whole soft length pressed down on me and I squeezed and 
squeezed until a breast came out. This made me relax and she 
Slid down out of my circling arms and put it back with the kind 
of smile where the lower I es. 

It was just a sample though for she turned away to pile the 
dishes next to her unconscious mother, left me leaning wiith my 
throat jammed up, my whole being widened and open. ‘Come 
back," I piped. 

She balanced the dirty cups and didn't look at me. that's what 
you want is it? Well that's easy." 

"The easier the better." I had gone too far out,, had too get 
cooly back. at about what I want?" she laughed quietly. 

"You want what I mant.11 I assured her. 


still looked only at the cups, played with them, smiled at 


them. "Well I want... You know, sometimes I listen to your 
harmonica in my room. Isn't that funny?" larious." 
She looked up at me and her eyes were wet. "I want aé life. 


Oh Sod I want a life!" She began sobbing. 
yeah? How about that?" I felt pretty much myself now and 
went to her and punched her lightly an the arm. ‘C'mon 
now." I smiled cooly, generously, but she seized my wrist, 


held it to watch my hand shake and she mocked my smile 
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with hers. I tried 'Fa q t Inne and hf,- iii t ri 


nnnmil mv h, nfi ni 4-," the little dashes of rust forming 
a half-moon under the arm 04 my dinner jacket. "Oh Gc)d 
we're all borrowed. Everything." .,So0?" I wedged out. 
She ran her hands down over her hips. "I don't even have a 
Slip," she pleaded. "This cheap piece of crap is hers.' And 


she plucked the violet and dropped it into the bush of The 
Hatchet's hair. I laughed and this made her grab off my bow 
tie and fling it at the calender of saints' days. I was having 
fun though I couldn't help thinking how Mr. Paldina would try 
to charge me more if the tie was dented, when Claire stepped 
back and ripped the front of the slip until her breasts flooded 
at me. 

"But your mother!" The Hatchet, still unconscious, sent plates 
and cups crashing and rolling. 

Claire didn't notice it. Her mercilessly clear eyes holding 
twin, timorous images of me, her hands went suddenly limp 
though still trying to tear the slip. "Help me. Oh Jesus wm , 


t you help me?" her voice scraped. 


Seedy and itching in that coming-apart suit I left her house tht 


milkman morning in a never-seen walk which almost became a 
23 


joyous, leaping run but I heard a thump. I pir-ked up the 
Luckies. Used to be the old man's brand but I couldn't have 
him in my head then, couldn't really think till he was long, 
long gone how both of us held strangling mysteries. How he in 
the midst of his had bought them for me. Suddenly that pack 
glowed and I looked from it to the sky where dawn was off ana 
dazzling run of milky pinks and golds and whites. 

I ran. 4ast r and faster lj hing i-hrnwigh m= nwn mx, 
eyes ripping back. When I reached the twisted hoop of that 
basket I jumped higher than I thought I could, threw those 
Cigarettes against the backboard, caught them and slid giddily 
down, juggling them, a something scouring up frcmn inside me, 
some abrasive, burning clot. Female Spring smashed into my 
nostrils. 

I sat down and managed to get a cigarette out, managed to light 
it and have it expand me in the dawn of milk and drifting 
tints, that chromatic dawn over a bright, thrusting river. I 


was lLife.. 
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